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KNICKERS DOWN, NICOLA 


‘Coming out of the school main gate a 
pretty girl with lovely long corn- 
blonde hair looks somewhat 
anxiously up and down the street. 
She is wearing a navy gymslip with 
white blouse and striped blue-and- 
black tie, with white knee socks and 
black flat-heeled shoes. Other girls 
straggling out are in the same general 
outfit (some in skirts and blouses, or 
with a navy cardigan). There are also 
boys, some in dark blue blazers but 
mostly just shirt sleeves because it is 
a warm afternoon. One of the boys 
comes up to the pretty blonde girl as 
she hesitates. He speaks to her but 
she impatiently shakes her head. 


Her name is Nicola Colvin and she is 
17, in the Sixth Form here. The boy 
whom she clearly doesn't want to be 
bothered with, at this particular 
moment at least, is called Simon 
Brentley, also 17 and in the Sixth. 
Nicola likes Simon and she had been 
out with him but she goes out with 
other boys too, which Simon is not 
happy about. And anyway right now 
Nicola has something else on her 
mind which is the reason for her curt 
dismissal. Simon turns away, 


imagining that pretty Nicola is waiting 
for another youth; Keithy Malving 
perhaps? He is wrong though. Nicola 
is not thinking of any boys at this 


moment. 


Itis acar that Nicola is looking out for. 
Or rather hoping she won't see. A 
two-tone grey Hillman. The car of a 
neighbour called Mr Granford. Mr 
Granford gives Nicola a lift home 
sometimes and frequently she is 
quite happy to have the lift rather 
than having to walk to the bus stop. 
But sometimes Nicola isn't and today 
is one of those days. 

She has another look up the street. 
There is no sign of it. Mr Granford 
doesn't always give her a lift, he is 
sometimes busy on business 
although he is officially retired now. 


Hopefully today is one of those days. 
Nicola breathes a little more freely. 
Her hand at her side gives a 
surreptitious tug at her knickers. Her 
bottomis abit sore. Because she has 
been caned this afternoon. That is 
why she doesn’t want to see Mr 
Granford. 

But just then, as she is breathing her 
sigh of relief, there itis. Rounding the 
corner. Oh Christ! She wants to duck 
back into the gate but there is no way 
she could get there before being 
seen. Before Mr Granford has 
spotted that distinctive blonde mane. 
‘And anyway he would only wait ... 


Nicola is shortly climbing in next to 
him. Forcing a pleasant smile — but 
thinking anxiously of her bottom. it 
feels sore, still painful, as it makes 
contact with the seat. It will 
undoubtedly still bear the marks of 
that cane. Mr Philpott’s cane, And if 
Mr Granford should get to see those 
marks which Nicola is quite sure will 
not have faded yet.... 


Nicola desperately wants to keep 
quiet. A thing she would in fact do 
almost anything to keep quiet. 
Including submitting to canings 


Anthony Philpott is Head of History. 
The caning this afternoon was for 
Nicola's essay handed in earlier in 
the week on aspects of the American 
Civil War. Perhaps it wasn’t a great 
essay, Nicola ruefully thought, but at 
the same time not deserving of a 
caning. Pretty certainly Mr Philpott 
would not cane anyone else, for one 
thing anyone else would complain: 
masters are not normally supposed 
to cane anybody. But Mr Philpott 
likes caning Nicola. He really likes it. 
Because of course she is such a 
lovely girl, with that seductively pretty 
face and marvellous long blonde hair. 


And of course her figure which is | This nasty little something, this 
really super, ripely burgeoning in all | unfortunate skeleton in the 
the right places. Oh yes, Anthony | cupboard, is that after a class outing 
Philpott loves caning Nicola and | last summer Nicola let herself be 
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looking driver during the trip. And he 
subsequently drove round to her 
house to find that Nicola's parents 
were conveniently out. And, as they 
say, intercourse took place. The 
coach driver had camal knowledge 
of Nicola. he got well and truly up her 
in other words. 

‘And Mr Philpott somehow found this 
out. And now .... yes. If Nicola doesn't 


want this unsavoury episode 
broadcast aboutshe has to submitto 
not infrequent canings from Anthony 
Philpott. 


And that is how on this muggy 
Thursday June afternoon Nicola 
Colvin comes to have those 
unmistakable red stripes, dulling 
somewhat now from their original 


brightness, on what she sits down 
on. 


‘A hot afternoon Nicola dear,’ Mr 
Granford observes, driving off now 
with Nicola beside him. He is wearing 
a dark business suit and looks hot, 
his face quite pink. 


‘Yes,’ Nicola agrees. ‘Yes it certainly 


is.’ She is certainly feeling hot too. 
The muggy afternoon but perhaps 
even more in her case that nasty 
caning she had half an hour ago. Mr 
Philpott is a real Bastard. 


‘| thought we might go round the 
country route. Get some air..." 


Nicola has been expecting this. Mr 
Granford always wants to go round 
the country way, whether it is hot or 
not. But not today! 


‘No! | mean ... I've got to get back. 
Get my tea and then .. do a lot of 
homework.’ 


Mr Granford laughs. ‘That doesn’t 
sound like you Nicola. More likely 
you're going out with one of those 
boys. That Simon, is he the lucky one 
tonight? Or that Keith Malving?* 


‘No really...” 


But they are inevitably heading out in 
the country, not on the direct route 
which would lead to Frobisher 
Avenue. 


Mr Granford is inevitably going to 
start something. Something which 
equally inevitably is going to lead 
to him wanting to get her knickers 
off 


Nicola bites her lip. Bloody hell! Not 
that she is given to swearing verbally 
but in her head and in a situation like 


this, well, there are much stronger 
expressions which express her 
feelings. Because Mr Granford, when 
they are out there, in one of those two 
or three places that he likes to go. 
When they are parked ... Mr Granford 
is inevitably going to start something. 
Something which equally inevitably 
is going to lead to him wanting to get 
her knickers off. And then if he were 
to see those marks on her bum what 
he will say ... and more important 
what he will do. 

The business with Mr Granford 
started about a year ago, when she 
started doing jobs for him on 


Saturdays. Mr Granford had asked 
her mother if Nicola might be 
available and Susan Colvin had said 
yes she was sure Nicola would be 
interested in earning a bit of pocket 
money and as long as it wasn’t 
interfering with her school work it 
would be quite OK. But presumably 
Nicola's mother wasn’t aware that 
Henry Granford's primary interest 
was in getting his hands on the 
delectably nubile Nicola. Getting his 
hands on that ravishing bottom, and 
onthose splendidly blooming boobs. 


Because that undoubtedly was Mr 
Granford’s main interest, as he had 
made evident from the very 
beginning. Accidental-on-purpose 
feelings on her very first Saturday. 
Bolder ones on the second and on 
that second Saturday Nicola 
complained — to at least show she 
knew what was happening. And then 
Mr Granford came up with his 
suggestion. He would be happy to 
pay her more than had been agreed 
with her mother — if they could be, 
well, nice and friendly. That was how 
Mr Granford put it. What he meant of 
course was if Nicola would let him 
feel her up. 


Henry Granford didn't want to 
actually say it and Nicola didn’t want 
to acknowledge it either. With those 
deep blue eyes innocently wide she 
said, ‘You mean if |... let you put your 
arm round me? Uh, round my waist.” 


"Yes that sort of thing,’ Mr Granford 
agreed. He put his arm round 
Nicola’s waist. Hugging her 
avuncularly tight ... and then letting 
his hand deliberately slide down to 
the ripe jut of her bottom-cheeks. 


Nicola shot him a darting wide-eyed 
glance. But she diden't attempt to 
remove the hand. And on the next 
Saturday Mr Granford suggested 
another major step forward. 
Suggesting that if he wasn't 
completely satisfied with something 
he might perhaps spank Nicola's 
bottom. hastily adding that here 
again they could naturally come to a 
financial understanding. And so they 
had, though here again Nicola didn’t 


want to make formal 
acknowledgement of such an 
arrangement. 


She just blinked those big blue eyes 
and pursed those full lips ... but did 
allow herself to be pulled over Henry 
Granford’s lap. And submissively 
allowing him, without a struggle, to 
pull up her skirt and then take down 


her knickers. Nicola hadn't known if 
he had meant that — take down her 
knickers. Mr Granford hadn't 
specified, not wishing to provoke a 
refusal. No, he had just done it and 
she hadn’t refused. 


It was in a way a turn-on. His hand 
there, on her bare bum. Smacking 
hard down. Hurting certainly, sharply 
stinging, but definitely also a turn-on. 
And the next time it hadn't been just 
the spanking. Mr Granford's hand 


had slid in between Nicola’s warm 
thighs. To that, quite definitely moist, 
nest. 


Nicola no longer went most 
Saturdays to Mr Granford because 


he had subsequently remarried and 
the new Mrs Granford did not require 
Nicola's assistance in the house. 
Perhaps she also saw her as an 
unwelcome rival or distraction. But 
Nicola still sometimes went round, 


when Mrs Granford was out or away 
for some reason. And of course she 
also saw Mr Granford when he gave 
her a lift home. Which was almost 
always an extended lift, via these 
secluded country parking spots. 


‘So, have we had a good day? Mr 
Granford asks once he has parked. 
‘Not had to go to the Headmaster for 
the cane or anything?” 


Nicola shakes her head. It is Mr 
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Granford's little joke, because he 
certainly deosn’t imagine the head 
canes Nicola or anyone else, not any 
other girl at least. And nor of course 
does he know about Mr Philpott. Mr 
Granford has never yet seen those 
marks which Mr Philpott makes with 
such enjoyment on Nicola’s ripe rear. 
This is in a way remarkable because 
Mr Philpott has caned her quite a few 
times now, and of course Mr 
Granford has also given Nicola quite 
a few lifts home. And Mr Granford 
when he gives Nicola a lift almost 
always wants the same thing. He 
wants to park and then he wants to 
get in the back seat. And then he 
wants to take Nicola’s knickers 
down. 


That is what Mr Granford wants now. 
As usual. After his joke about a 
caning from the Head, which Nicola, 
forcing a little laugh, has denied. 


“Uh, why don't we, uh, stay here in 
the front. | mean it's really hot and 
sticky today.” 


Too hot for being mauled about in the 
back seat, is what Nicola means. A 
mauling in which various items of her 
clothing will be seriously interfered 
with or, quite likely, come off 
altogether. Too hot for that sort of 
business. But what Nicola is really 
concerned about is not the sticky 
heat but her bottom. Somehow Mr 
Granford hasn’t seen those cane 
marks yet. Not on any previous 
occasion. If he ever does ... Nicola is 
sure he will get the whole story out of 
her. Because she is not very good at 
making up convincing stories. Or not 
at least to Mr Granford who can be 
very persistent and probing. 


And if he were to find out she had 
screwed that coach driver ... well she 


would just hate Mr Granford to know. 
Or anyone to know. It just seems like 
such a tatty thing to do. Screwing a 
bus driver. Nicola really didn’t know 
what got into her that day (apart from 
the bus driver, and that wasn't a very 
funny joke at all). What was his name, 
Sid? Although of course she had 
done it and also if she was honest it 
had been a good turn-on and she had 
come. But ... she must have been 
bonkers. Bonking a bus driver. No it 
wasn’t funny. If Mr Granford found 
out, well, the next thing would be ... 
what? Her mother? Boys at school? 
Don’t think about it, the thought 
made her sweat ... 


So no, Nicola really didn’t want to get 
in the back seat with Mr. Granford. 
Not today thank you. But naturally 
Henry Granford was going to insist. 
Because the main object in giving 
Nicola a lift home was to park and 


then get her in the back seat. And 
then ... well, take her knickers down 
and play about with that truly 
marvellous bottom. Get properly to 
grips with it. His hands clutching and 
groping. A spot of spanking no 
doubt. And a spot of ... getting his 


hand in between her legs. Nicola's 
hot and responsive pussy. 

“No, really. I've got to get back today. 
Ireally have.’ 


But of course he wasn't taking any 
notice. Mr Granford was getting out. 


Then coming round to her side and 
‘opening the door and ... pulling her 
out. What could she do! Something 
desperate? Fall down on her knees... 
and grab open his trousers? Pull out 
his thing and ... maybe take it in her 
mouth. That would distract him. Suck 


him. Mr Granford would come and 
then ... not be interested in the rest. In 
getting her knickers off in the back 
seat. Well maybe. But probably he 
would soon get interested again. So 
that she would have sucked him all in 
vain. And Nicola wasn’t that keen on 
sucking. She had sucked Keith 
Malving, also a boy from another 
school. And also ... that bus driver. 


Oh Christ! No she really didn’t like it 
at all. 

And anyway while these thoughts 
were careering through Nicola’s 
head she had been half-dragged into 
the back seat. And Mr Granford’s 
hands were already busy. One hand 
groping her tits ... and the other up 
under her gymslip. Tugging at her 
navy nylon knickers. 


‘No! Please ...!’ she squealed. But 
they were nonetheless coming down. 


What was she going to do! Nicola felt 
panic surging. In probably just 
seconds he would have her turned 
over his lap. With her bare bum on 
display! What was she going to do! 
And all she can think of is what she 
thought of moments earlier. She 


grabs the front of Mr Granford’s 
trousers. Making a gurgling sound 
that could possibly be taken for hot 
desire, though it isn’t. Mr Granford is 
stiff and she gets her hand round it. 
An up and down motion ... and then 
she pulls open the zip. 


She got it out and in her hand and 
commenced pumping. And in not too 
much time at all Mr Granford comes. 
Making appreciative groaning 
sounds, And spurting all over the 
place. Onto Nicola some of it, on her 
blouse front and gymslip. Oh Jesus! 
Will her mother see, and guess what 
it is? But ... anyway, has it ... got her 
anywhere? 


Mr Granford is zipping himself up. 
Breathing heavily. ‘Well ... Gasping a 
bit. ‘We are a sexy girl today. Is that... 
what we do ... for the Headmaster. If 
we get ina spot of bother?’ 


“No! Of course not.’ Nicola feeling a 
trifle embarrassed. She hadn't done 
it before. Not to Mr Granford at least. 
But if it has done the trick. 


But it hasn't. Once Mr Granford has 
recovered from coming ... he wants 
the normal. He wants her overhis lap. 


“For being such a sexy girl. And really 
I'm not sure you don't do it to your 
Head. Or that Mr Philpott or 
someone, eh Nicola?’ 


He does get her across his lap. 
Gets her knickers right off and her 
'gymslip right up. And of course he 
can’t help seeing. Those cane 
marks 


She struggles but to no avail. Mr 
Granford likes a bit of a struggle. And 


though he may be 60 or thereabouts 
he is strong enough to manhandle 
Nicola. So he does get her across his 
lap. Gets her knickers right off and 
her gymslip right up. And of course 
he can't help seeing. Those cane 
marks. Dulled a bit now but 
unmistakable. Dark red stripes 
across the ripe meat of her bottom. 


What can she do? What can she say? 
there is no doubt whatsoever that 
someone has caned her. And Mr 
Granford will get it out of her, she 
knows he will. He will weasel it out. 
Nicola feels close to tears. She 
blabbers something in response to 
his question. She is still over Mr 
Granford’s lap and he has his hand 
between her legs. His fingers in her 
pussy. She whimpers. 
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‘And then the thought comes. Mr 
Granford is going to get it out of her. 
It will be awful, having to tell him 
about that bloody Sid the bus driver. 
But then ... maybe she could ask Mr 
Granford to see Mr Philpott. Put the 
threateners on him. Because no 
doubt he could get thrown out for 
caning a girl, for whatever reason. Itis 
strictly not allowed. And maybe it 
could be kept quiet with no one else 
having to know, not her mother or 
anyone at school. But Mr Boody 
Philpott would have to stop his 
bloody caning. 
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Yes. Itis really, really awful. Bit by bit 
stutteringly relating the awful story. 
Really bad. But... she has finally told 
it. She is sitting up now. And now 
Nicola only has her blouse on. 
Because as the words have come 
reluctantly out Mr Granford's hands 
have been busy, in their normal way. 
As he listens, and probes for more. 
Just her blouse finally and it is of 
course fully unbuttoned. Mr Granford 
fondling her bare tits. 

This place and the others where he 
likes to park are pretty secluded, you 
can be reasonably sure no one is 


going to come along. But not entirely. 
People have come by before. A man 
with a dog. A man with a woman 
once, probably looking for 
somewhere to indulge in an 
adulterous screw Mr Granford said. 
Nicola is never entirely happy about 
being stripped off like this, with 
always the possibility of having to 
grab for her clothes and cover 
herself, pretend she isn’t stripped 
right off. But today of course there 
are other things in the forefront of her 
mind. 


‘A bus driver” Mr Granford says, 
somewhat incredulously. 


‘He forced me. He said ... I had been 
teasing him. Though | hadn't of 
course. But anyway he said ... | had 
got him all excited. All ... aroused. 
And so ... I had to let him. It was ... 
really awful.’ 


But actually now having told the 
whole sorry tale, itisn’t as bad as she 
had thought. As is frequently the 
case anticipation is the worst part. 
‚And now of course Nicola can ask Mr 
Granford for help. Ask him to do 
something. 


“Because | know he isn't allowed to 


do it. And it's only because he can 
blackmail me and knows | can’t do 
anything ...' It is a sorry tale and 
Nicola can feel tears not too far away. 
She blinks the big blue eyes 
appealingly at Mr Granford. Surely he 
can do something. And will.? 


Yes Mr Granford will. Fantastic! He 


Mr Granford’s hands were already 
busy. One hand groping her tits ... 
and the other up under her gymslip 


says not to worry, he will have a word 
with Mr Caner Philpott. Certainly Mr 
Philpott should not be taking 
advantage like this. It is blackmail. 
But don’t worry he, Henry Granford, 
will definitely put a stop to it. 


Fantastic! Yes. Absolutely!. 


His hand there, on her bare bum. 
Smacking hard down. Hurting 
certainly, sharply stinging, but 
definitely also a turn-on 


And Mr Granford is as good as his 
word. He does go to see the history 
master. And reports back to Nicola 
that she shouldn't hear any more 
about it. Or be summoned for any 
more canings. Isn't that great! Yes. It 
absolutely is! But ... there is just one 
thing. One other little matter. 


One little thing that Mr Granford 
wants. Well, he says it is a little thing. 
As Nicola shakes her head in 
disbelief. No! 


‘Why not?’ he says. ‘You did it 
before. And I bet you really enjoyed 
it! 


‘No! No .. 000!’ Nicola squeals. 


What he wants ... is for Nicola to 
screw that bus driver Sid again. 
Out in one of those secluded spots 
where he likes to park. He wants 
her to do it ... while he watches 


Because what Mr Granford wants is is for Nicola to screw that bus driver park. He wants her to doit... while he 
something quite horrendous. How Sid again. Out in one of those watches. Hidden in those bushes. He 
could he think of it? Whathe wants... secluded spots where he likes to wants to watch Nicola fucking the 


bus driver. when he says otherwise he just might 


have to tell her mother. And maybe 
And he is not joking. He means it! | pass it on to a few boys. Simon, 


And also Mr Granford isn’t joking | Keith, etc. But he doesn’t want to do 
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that. What he wants is for Nicola to 
get in touch with that Sid. Say she 
really wants to see him again. And 
then get him to take her out. 


Nicola can’t believe it. She can’t just says a quiet but determined ‘Yes, 
believe it. No! But Henry Granford Nicola." 


END 


“Being on the road in intimate revue was fun for 
the girls. There was one problem however but 
enterprising Molly was able to get to the bottom of 
that”. 


The orchestra blared the last notes of The 
Finale, the curtain fell, rose again and then fell and 
stayed down. Molly Connor grinned at the 
Westacott twins. She had become bored with 
London and even the well-paid modelling round. 
She had persuaded the twins, Sonia and Lydia 
Westacott to join her in a road show. She had 
considerable clout and had managed to get 
bookings in every sizeable town from Ramsgate to 
Penzance. 

Neither the twins nor Molly had much talent, 
but they played to packed houses. The revue was 
called Belles Bared. It was filled with sketches, 
monologues, etc, which required the three girls to 
wear very little clothing or nothing at all. 

Now, at The Finale, they were in magnificent 
sequinned gowns, acknowledging the cheers. Cries 
of “Molly!” were mingled with those of “Twins!” 

The twins followed Molly into the dressing 
room that they shared as “stars”. 

“Well, it’s going a treat”, declared Molly. 

“The show is”, said Sonia, and Lydia nodded 
in agreement. 

“What does that mean?” asked Molly, sharply. 

“No Albert!” exclaimed the twins in unison. 

“Come, you can dispense with his services for a 
little while, surely?” 

“Yes, for an hour or two”, grinned Sonia. 

“Sonia’s right”, said Lydia. “We were not 


intended to go unspanked”. 
“You were so until you met me and Albert”. 


“Exactly!” taunted Lydia. “You've got us to 
love this scene, now you've got us onto another 
scene. A good scene, but our bums are being 
neglected”. 

“Aren't they just!” exclaimed Molly, finding to 
her own surprise herself in agreement with the 
twins. 

“You know this, too?” asked Lydia. 

“Yes, I pine for a nice tingling arse. Oh, why 
did I gib at your grumbles? You are not the rebels, 
I am the rebel. Isn't your will my law? I, who have 
not other ambition but to be your slave!” 

“All right”, said Lydia, impatiently, “if you 
feel yourself our subordinate, find a suitable man. 
There must be some ten thousand adult males in 
this town. Surely there must be one who would like 
to bash three pretty girls’ bums about”. 

“TIl see what I can do. How about ‘Sawdust’?” 

“Sawdust” “was the nick-name for Rod 
Bayford, the A.S.M. This position always projected 
an image of petty authority but in truth it is an 
euphuism for “general handy man”. Rod it was 
who made the coffee, was main scene shifter, and 
call boy. However, his main job was to make, 
repair and adapt the props, flats and rostra. He was 
a carpenter before anything else; and was always 
covered with saw dust and left a trail of it where 
ever he went. Hence his nick-name. 

However, his main qualification for this new 
suggested duty was that he was strong. He could 


obviously pack a wallop. The twins were 
enthusiastic. 
“Yes, he’s a general handy man”, Said Sonia, 


innocently. 

“But is he prepared to be that handy?” queried 
Lydia. 

“I can only ask him”. 

“Yes,” said Lydia, “but he might say ‘no’ and 
give it around that we girls are weird”. 

Molly laughed. 

“I doubt if he'll say ‘no’ for I'll make the offer 
very attractive. Besides which, our preferences are 
too common to be widely thought weird”. 

Molly stayed behind. Rod Bayford had to work 
on a flat that had become warped. Putting on only 
a dressing gown over her bare body she wandered 
into the work space behind the stage where he was 
working. 

“I hope that I am not disturbing you at your 
work. I must talk to you”. 

“No, you're not disturbing me. 
listening’ 

“All right, the twins have been talking to me. 


Yes, I'm 


“They have a problem and it seems that you might 


help to solve it” 
“Me?” 
“Most likely person 


“round here, I should 


What's the problem?” 
“They need some male attentio! 
Rod stopped sawing and looked at Molly. in 
surprise 
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"But surely pretty girls like that can get all the 
male attention they desire”. 

“It has to be of a certain kind. I'm also 
speaking for myself 
“Out with it!” 

“We, all three of us, are addicted masochists”. 

“What? Say that again”. 

“Addicted masochists. Dedicated spankees™ 

“What’s that, when it’s at home?” 

*Spankee!” Opposite to “spanker”. who does 
the action. The ‘ee’ ending means that it's the 
person that the action is done to”. 

She realized that she was not getting through 
to him. Like so many people who were clever with 
their hands he was not very literate. She was not 
going to get anywhere with this conversation about 
words, their meanings and endings. She had to be 
as simple and crude as possible. 

“Forget all this clever talk”, she snapped 
“We, that is the twins and I, want our bums bashed 
about”, 

There! It was out. 
explosion. It never came. 

“I presume that I am — how do you clever 
people put it? — the spanker-elect?” 

“Well, there’s no one else available”, Molly 
sighed. 

“I see your point”, grinned Rod. “What's in it 
for me?” 

It occurred to Molly that Rod Bayford had 
been years in the theatre and therefore must have 
been familiar with some very odd quirks. Spanking 
to him must seem quite a normal activity. 

“Well,” said Molly, tremulously, “we are not 
very wealthy at the moment; but you are very 
welcome to share what we have”. 

“You liked to be spanked, I like to poke”. 

Molly groaned. She had no wish to be poked 
by this man. Yet she was prepared to pay this price, 
even. 

“Who do you wish to poke?” 

“Sonia, she’s cute”. 

“All right, Pm empowered to promise you 
what you want”. 

“Good!” 

“Now,” said Molly, 
serviced”. 

Before he could say or do anything she had 
slipped her dressing gown off. 

“Com’n Im ready for action”, she cried, 
prancing about. 

“All right”, he said, as if he was resentful at 
the interruption of his sawing. 

He fetched the promoter’s arm chair from its 
corner and placed it in the middle of the work place 
and sat on it. Molly laid across his lap, face down 
and bottom up. 

“Give it to me! Give it to me!” she cried. 

Wham! Wham! Wham! There was little finesse 
in Rod’s performance; but if there had been Molly 
would hardly have appreciated it. Nothing she 


She waited for the 


brightly, “can I be 


loved more than a good old bash about; and that was 
what she was getting. 

“This is paradise!” she screamed. “Never stop! 
Harder! Bang my naughty bum!” 

She surrendered to this erotic pleasure, 
entirely. She had been abstinent too long. She 
relished every tingle, every rise her arse made to 
reach his hand. 

“My,” said Sonia, when Molly returned to 
their digs, “you look happy”. 

“I am happy. I have just had a work out. 
Rod’s come across and I came across his lap”. 

“Hooray!” cried the twins, together. 

“Do our bums get a treat?” asked Sonia. 

“Yes, he'll bash ‘em about to your hearts’ 
content”. 

“Hooray!” again cried the twins in unison. 

“Hold!” cried Molly. “There's a price”. 

Their faces fell. 

“I thought so”, said Lydia. “How much?” 

“He wants to poke you, Sonia,” said Molly to 
Lydia. 

“I presume that he’ll know the difference, 
which is more than you do”, laughed Sonia, 

The next day after the performance the girls 
took Rod Bayford back to their digs. The lady of 
the house was that raris avis: a non-nosey land- 
lady. She knew that they had a man with them. She 
heard the gales of laughter and vaguely thought of 
the girls having fun. Good luck to them! They paid 
their rent. 

“Me, Rod, me!” pleaded Lydia. 

He had already given her a generous work 
over; but was not taken up with Sonia. Poor Lydia 
could never fathom his odd preference. It was of no 
use, he and Sonia were wrapped up in each other. 
Wham! Wham! Wham! 

“That's it!” cried Sonia. “Hit my naughty 
bum. I love it and I love you”. 

“Who's a bad girl?” 

“I am and I must be punished”. 

At last Rod decided that even Sonia must have 
had enough. Molly took her place. She had two 
good reasons to be happy. Once more her own 
bottom was getting good attention; and her beloved 
twins were being made happy. 

After Molly had had her work out Rod took 
Sonia to the bedroom. 

“Poor Sonia,” said Molly, “she’s paying for 
our pleasure”. 

Lydia smirked. She doubted very much 
whether Sonia was exactly suffering. 


+ * * - 


Lerbourne had been a vast Dorset holiday 
town, but they had to move further west. Dorset 
became Devon, and Molly realized that they were 
not all that far from Clinton Hall. 

Suddenly they had a spare week’ on their 
hands. They were due to move into a little theatre 
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at a small town called Newsham. The flats were 
too large and had to be scaled down. The dressing 
rooms were not divided. In short there was a lot for 
Rod Bayford to do; and so it was decided that the 
whole cast, such as it now was, could have a week’s 
holiday. Molly decided that it would be ideal to 


take the twins to stay at Clinton Hall. She: 
telephoned the  Clinton-ffaggotts. The Earl 
answered her call. 


“Molly Connor, here”. 
“Ah, the distinguished spankee!” 
“Yes, and twins! You'll love them”. 


“Great! When will you come?” when I see you?” 


“Tomorrow, but I would like to bring a couple “Sure!” 

of my friends”. The twins were of two minds. Firstly, Rod had 
“Female?” to be left behind. Molly had to admit that even if 
“yes, and twins! You'll love them”. the noble Earl was disposed to spank them his 


“I do already. I suppose that I can expect you | talents fell far short of Rod's. However, there were 
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other talents in the vicinity. She told them of the 
legendary Abe Dowsett, whom even the Countess, 
herself, paid to spank her. 

They went by rail to the nearest station to 
Clinton Hall. Then they rang for one of the 
Clinton-ffaggotts to come and collect them; and 
proceeded to have lunch at a restaurant opposite 
the station. They were on their coffee when the 
Countess walked in. She made straight for their 
table. 

“Molly!” 

The two women embraced and Molly 
introduced the twins to the Countess, who was 
much taken with them at once. She drove them to 
the Hall herself in a large estate car. The Earl 
received them on the door steps. 

If his wife was taken by the twins, his lordship 
was completely captivated. Gathered around a log 
tire (in spite of it being mid-summer) they talked 
about old times, their daughter Fiona’s doings, and 
the visitors’ programme during their stay. The Earl 
had Sonia on his lap, and every now and then he 
stopped talking to kiss and cuddle her. 

“Let's talk business”, said the Earl, suddenly. 
+ “Yes,” said Molly, “you can speak before the 
twins. They are both spankees”. 

“Good!” said the Earl, giving Sonia a squee: 
“So I can spank ‘em both and you, as well?” 

“Yes, if her laadyship is agreeable’. 

“Well, I would be more agreeable if you had 
brought a spanker with you for me. However. you 
are our guests and must have all the anal attention 
your desire”. 

“What about Abe Dowsett?” asked Sonia, 
bouncing on the Earl’s lap in her enthusiasm. 

“Oh,” he laughed, “Molly has told you about 
our most respected institution”. 

“Trouble is that we are a bit short of money”, 
murmered Molly. 

“The treat’s on me”, said the Countess. 
take you to the shrine tomorrow”. 

The Earl made an impatient gesture. 

“It’s all very well you women talking of your 
Abe Dowsett. He is only a farm labourer, after 
all”. 

“Ridiculous!” exclaimed the Countess. “The 
man’s a genius”. 

“But /'m master of 
to my slice of the action” 

“Of course you are”, laughed Molly. “You can 
have some of it right now”. 


linton Hall! I am entitled 


“Don't let me inhibit you”, murmered the - 


Countess. 
“Right!” cried Molly. “Off with ‘em girls”. 
The girls started to undress, much to the Earl's 
delight. As soon as she had it bared Sonia cocked 
her plump, dimply bottom at him. 
“Like my bum, my lord?” she grinned. 
She got the rest of her clothes off, then she cast 
herself across the Earl's lap in the spanking 
position. 
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“Wallop it hard! It's all yours”. 

The noble gentleman needed no further 
bidding. He was very much infatuated with Sonia: 
and also much bottom orientated, like all his 
family. He was lost to everything else but punishing 
Sonia’s bottom. 

As for that young lady, she had been 
pleasantly surprised. She had not believed that the 
Earl was really very good. Although she was 
prepared to submit herself to his punishing hand 
because of his position and also as a reward for his 
hospitality, she had expected that he would be 
rather insipid. This vigorous enthusiasm was most 
unexpected. 

“This and hospitality as well”, she laughed, 
gleefully. “I have never had it so good!” 

The other girls watched fascinated. Lydia. 
however, could not keep silent. 

“Oh, lucky Sonia! Hurry, my lord, my bottom 
is aching”. 

“Ignore her!” screamed Sonia. “Just keep 
banging away at my bum!” 


The Countess watched with amused eyes. 

“You've never been*so good with me, my 
dear”. she murmered. 

The Earl paid her no attention. All he wanted 
to do was to punish Sonia's backside. 

Reluctantly he relinguished Sonia and Lydia 
to her place. It was rather difficult for any of the 
girls to understand how two girls could look exactly 
alike and yet one could be sexier than the other. 
Sonia did not try to understand, she was just 
grateful that this was so. 

Moli replaced Lydia across the Earl's lap. She 
had no reason to complain of his performance. It 
was not as good as when he was with Sonia, but 
better than his performance with Lydia. 

After he had set Molly on her feet there was a 
bit of a dilemma. The Earl wanted to take Sonia to 
bed with him. She, herself was flattered by this 
idea. but what of the Countess? Apart from her 
masochistic tendencies, the noble lady was very 
moral. There was no scope for a laissez-faire 
compromise, for apart from allowing herself to be 
spanked by different men, the Countess never 
lapsed. Of course, neither thought of spanking in 
terms of adultery, or even as a sexual lapse. 

“Well, after such an exciting day”, said the 
Countess, “I want a good night's sleep. The trouble 
is, my love, that you snore”. 

The Countess had guessed her husband’s mind 
and had decided to make things easy for him. She 
wanted an easy life and felt that if her husband was 
denied he would be edgy for a long time to come. 

Poor Sonia was rapidly becoming used to being 
taken to bed by an increasing number of men, who 
had it in their power to be awkward if they were 
not allowed to do so. 

The Countess took a separate chamber, and 
the Earl took Sonia to bed. 


* 5 * 


“There it is!” cried the Countess. 

“It” was Abe Dowsett’s cottage. As she had 
promised the Countess had taken the girls to the 
dwelling of the great Abe Dowsett, the spanking 
genius worshipped by not only herself but by her 
daughter Fiona and her friends. Such was his 
talents that he had built up quite a clientele. 

Molly was thrilled to the marrow. Had she 
been offered a throne instead of this encounter she 
would have scornfully rejected it. With bated 
breath she watched the Countess thump the door 
with her clenched fist; and the young women 
waited for the Master’s appearance. 

The door opened; and there stood the great 
man, himself. He was hardly prepossessing. He had 
a shock of red hair and was coarse-featured. He 
was dressed in dirty canvas-blue trousers and a 
dirty vest. He wore both a belt and braces. With a 
thrill Molly realized the significance of this. 

“Well, well, the old scrubber herself! What are 
you after? As if I didn’t know”. 

“Oh, dear Mr. Dowsett,” twittered the 
Countess, “I trust that we have not come at an 
inopportune time?” 

“I don't know about that. However, mother, 
aren't you over the hill for this kind of thing?” 

“I have brought some charming young friends 
with me”. 

“All right, come in. I only hope that you are 
making it worth my while”. 

As soon as they were inside the Countess 
handed Abe the money. 

“This is only three pounds a head, or rather a 
bum. You know that you have to pay two quid 
extra, as you are not an old bag”. 

“TIl write a cheque for the extra”. 

“Mind that it don't bounce, or I'll bounce you, 
you old harridan”. 

“I wonder if I could also have a strapping?” 

“Two quid extra, cheap at the price”. 

The Countess started to write out the cheque. 
Abe rounded on the girls. 

“What are you lot gawking about? You know 
why you are here?” 

“To have our bums bashed about”. > 

“Right, you silly cows. Move!” 


Gleefully the girls started to undress. Sonia, 


was the first one naked. Abe came over to her and 
fondled her bottom. 

“Ah, I like this one. C’mon, ‘cross me lap”. 

In a thrice she was across his lap. WHAM! 
WHAM! WHAM! It was the perfect steam 
hammer action. It was done with such brute force 
that she did not even cry out. When she slid from 
Abe’s lap Sonia had a blissful expression and had 
obviously been transplanted into another world. 


Lydia was next and it took her the same way. 

Molly’s turn had come. WHAM! WHAM! 
WHAM! As hardened as she was to the spanking 
scene Molly realized that this was something new. 
Something within her snapped and she was out on 
Cloud 9. She was not even aware when the 
punishment ended. She was roughly dumped by the 
twins, who both wore dreamy far away expressions. 

At last came the Countess, all twittering and 
simpering. 

“Oh, dear, I’ve been a bad girl. Ha, ha! I mus! 
be punished”. 

However, Abe was not playing up to her. 

“Cross my lap, you old hag. And think 
yourself lucky you can affort to pay me”. 

The Countess shut up and obeyed. It took her 
less time than any of the other girls to get out on 
Cloud 9. So mesmerized was she by the experience 
that if Abe had decided to miss the strapping she 
would not have known; but Abe was honest! The 
girls were just becoming aware and they watched in 
bewilderment as the uncouth labourer lashed out 
with his belt all over the Countess’s prone body. 

They had to help her back to Clinton Hall. She 
really took a long time to come back to earth. For 
the remainder of the week the girls literally ran 
Clinton Hall. The Earl only wanted his Sonia, the 
Countess only wanted Abe Dowsett. The girls saw 
that they both had what they wanted. 


“How did you like Clinton Hall?” asked Rod 
Bayford. 

“Great”, said Molly. 

“Great”, echoed the twins. 

“How about the old bang-bang on the old 
arse?” he grinned. 

Molly grinned. 

“We managed!”. 


“It all started with a game of tennis. Had 
Millicent’s small brother been a little bit more 
sensible he would not have made the mistake he did; 
and Millicent would never had found happiness and 


fulfilment”. 


It was a glorious summer’s day. The sun was high 
in the heavens, the air was filled with the scent of 
honeysuckle and contrary to how a bard would have 
put it all was wrong with the world: at least with 
Millicent Banfield's world! 

She was playing tennis against her fiance, Julian 
Summers, on the Buckstone Park courts. He was 
winning, but then she would never have dreamt of 
letting him do anything else. He was that sort! 

Julian delivered a fast shot to Millicent’s right, 
which she missed. 

“Thirty — love”, sang out Tommy, her small 
brother who had come along in the dual capacity of 
scorer and ball boy. 

He retrieved the ball while Julian served a fast 
shot with a reserve ball, over to the left. She missed it. 


“Forty-love”. 

Having done his scorer's duty Tommy then 
proceeded to return the first ball into play. Had he 
been a nice sensible boy he would have thrown it to 
the server Julian, who would have neatly caught it. 
He might have been nice but sensible he was not. He 
threw the first ball as hard as he could at Millicent just 
as she was bending to pick up the second ball, herself. 
Tommy’s ball caught her on her left buttock. She was 
wearing a very short white skirt and thin frilly 
matching knickers. Her skirt just was not covering 
her rump as she bent over, so the ball really hurt. 

“Ouch!” 

Her face at first wore an angry frown but it gave 
way to a blissful smile. However, her game got even 
worse; and her behaviour was most peculiar. Every 
now and then she would rub her injured buttock with 
a little rueful smile. Julian won that set and the 
concluding one with ease. After the match Millicent 
declined his offer of refreshment with the excuse that 
she had things to do at home. Not a very plausible 
excuse because Millicent was a rich man’s daughter 
and never did anything, even if she did it rather well. 
Tommy came running afteroher. 

“Sorry, sis, about that ball”. 

She smiled sweetly. 

“That’s all right, Tommy. I’m most grateful”. 

“Golly,” thought Tommy, “she must be really 
sore. It’s not like her to be sarcastic”. 


She bent and kissed his cheek, baffling him 
completely. 

“Gosh! She's really flipped her lid”. 

He made himself scarce. Millicent hurried 
home. She went up to her bedroom and rifled among 
the contents of her desk. Not finding what she was 
looking for she went into Tommy’s room, who also 
had a little desk of his own. There she found what she 
sought: a ruler. 

She hastened back to her room and hastily 
removed her knickers. For a moment she felt her left 
rump until she had located the sore place. She then 
struck it as hard as she could with the ruler. Then 
again and again. The third time she struck lucky. She 
squealed with delight as she felt again the delicious 
sensual thrill that she had first felt on the court when 
the ball had struck her. Again she struck her behind 
and again. Whatever pain she felt was of no 
consequence, But a small price to pay for such an 
erotic experience. 

Suddenly she had a feeling of being watched. She 
looked out of the window and saw to her horror that 
Geoffrey Ladd, the jobbing gardener, was up a tree 
looking in at her. He had been contracted to lop some 
dangerous branches and she had forgotten about this. 
He was grinning all over his face. 

She quickly dropped her skirt and ran from the 
room. When she ventured back he was gone. Putting 
back on her knickers she rushed down stairs. 
Geoffrey was washing his hands in the kitchen. 

“Geoffrey — Mr. Ladd, I would like to talk to 
you”. 
“Yes, but call me Geoffrey if you wish”. 
“Not here, in case mother overhears. Can I walk 
with you a little way?” 

“If you wish”. 

As soon as they had left the house she asked him: 

“Did you see what I was doing?” 

“Yes, you were whacking your bum”. 

“I will not deny it. Don't you want to ask why?” 

“You're some kind of masochist, I guess”. 

“A masochist of barely an hour’s standing. I 
have just discovered an erogenous zone”. 

“Why not see your doctor about it?” 

Millicent laughed. 

“No, it’s not a physical complaint. Only every 


SUMMER GAMES 


“What's the price?” 

“I don't want your money, that’s for sure. I just 
want you”. 

“Me!” 

“Yes, chuck this Julian. He’s no good to you. I 
do all right. A jobbing gardener does all right these 
days. Marry me and you won't go far wrong. And I 
can whack your bum as hard as you like”. 

“No! I can't marry you. You know that I’m 
ed to Julian. My parents would not wear you at 


“All right, Miss Banfield. Don’t come crawling 
to me for any favours” 

‘I won't. Goodbye!” 

With that she walked off in a huff. However, that 
night was rather a sleepless one for her. Every now 
and then she felt the need to jump out of bed and 
whack her rump with the ruler. Morning found her 
tired and frustrated. Furthermore, Tommy was late 


time it is struck it gives me a thrill”. 

“What do you want me to do about it?” 

“Nothing. You won't tell anyone about what you 
saw?” 

“Of course not. However, I can't see that you 
can get much satisfaction about doing that to 
yourself”. 

“Of course not, but what else can I do?” 

“Get a man to do it, a strong man!” 

“Who? Not Julian!” 

Geoffrey laughed. 

“What would he think of you?” 

“Yes,” sighed Millicent, “he wouldn't 
understand”. 

“TIl do it for you”, volunteered Geoffrey, 
gallantly. 

“Would you?” asked Millicent, breathlessly. 
“Sure”. 


for school because he could not find his ruler. 

“TII find it”, she said breathlessly. “Just get your 
cap and coat on while I look”. 

She rushed upstairs, retrieved the ruler and 
returned it to her brother with mock triumph. 

“There,” she lied, “I found it on the floor”. 

Mrs. Banfield gave the luckless Tommy a cuff 
round the ear. 

“That's for being careless” 

Poor Millicent was miserable. Sisterlike she did 
not care about the injustice to Tommy; but she did 
miss the ruler; that instrument of pleasure. She never 
knew how she got through the day but she had 
managed to discover Geoffrey Ladd’s address from 
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her mother’s address book, which she always left 
lying about. Evening found her ringing at his front 
door. To her relief he answered it, for she feared that 
he might be out. 

“Hello, Miss Banfield. Can I do anything for 
you?” 

“It’s no good, Mr. Ladd. I just can't go on like 
this. Can I come in?” 

“All right”. 

His flat took her by surprise. It really was super 
luxury. She had an image of a jobbing gardener as a 
kind of glorified labourer. However, just the first 
sight of his flat showed her how wrong she was. 

He helped her off with her hat and coat. 

“Yes, I thought that you’d come round. Well, 
I’m ready to service you. I even bought the cane, I 


> 


was so sure of you”. 
“Of all the conceited —” 
“It's no good, Miss Banfield. You would not be 
here unless your need was strong. My terms are the 
same. agreed”. 
greed”, said Millicent. sulkily 
Il right. now lets have you unwrapped. I mean 
starkers!” 
But surely I need only take my knickers off and 
raise my skirt“ 
If you don't want to co-operate just get out 
Resentfully Millicent began to undress. He 
added insult to injury by leaving the room. However, 
he soon returned with a long swishy cane. She was 
just removing her brassiere when he came back in 
“Glad you've got proper bangers. A woman just 
is not a woman without them 


"Don't be personal”. snapped Millicent 

Listen. I'm boss now. I'll be what I like. Now 
quick with your unwrapping”. 

Millicent resented his attitude. She felt bullied 
and blackmailed. Yet she feared to kick against his 
will in case he should back down and not punish her 
bottom. At last she was naked. She bent over the arm 
of the sofa. projecting her behind into a perfect 
target. She indicated the sensitive spot with her hand. 

“There! That's my erogenous zonc”. 

“Right. here goes” 

Swish! He was right on the area, However, she 
felt that the pain far out balanced any pleasure she 
got. even though that was considerable. 

I'd rather be hand spanked”, she moaned. 

“AN right. please yourself”. 

He sat on the sofa and she laid across his lap. 
Continued on page 52 


TRAINED WITH 
THE HORSE 
AND THE CANE 


Mr Stangate softly stroking 
Sophie's bottom. As she stands 
leaning against the vaulting horse 
in his large, airy exercise room. Mr 
Stangate's hand stroking the bare 
cheeks. Sophie is wearing a brief 


colourful 


body-stocking in a 
abstract pattern plus gym shoes, 


and the pretty body-stocking 
leaves most of her bottom bare. Mr 
Stangate's fingers slide under and 
inside, to the sensitive flesh at the 


very top of Sophi 
She shivers. 


s inner thigh. 


‘Donna, wasn't that her name?’ Mr 
Stangate asked evenly. 


Sophie uttered a sibilant Yes. Mr 
Stangate meant the pretty blonde 
girl who with her parents had just 
moved into the house which had 
been for sale in the next street to 
Sophie. Donna Sinclair her name 


was, very pretty and with a lovely 
figure. Though in neither respect 
any more stroking than Sophie 
Michell (who was in contrast 
brunette). 


Mr Stangate was careful to make 
this point when referring to the 
new girl. He would like herto come 
to him for ballet and gym sessions, 
as Sophie did. And he wanted 
Sophie to arrange this, but didn't 


want her to think this Donna might 
displace herself. 


Sophie didn’t feel that. For one 
thing the training sessions with Mr 
Stangate were sometimes a bit 
much to take. When he used his 
cane for instance. And other things 
as well. If another girl were also 
coming to see Mr Stangate his 
interest in the cane (and the other 


things) would presumably be sort 
of diluted, it wouldn't all be 
concentrated on Sophie. 


So Sophie wasn't particularly 
reluctant for Donna to get involved 
— except if there was another girl 
there would maybe be more 
chance of someone finding out. 
About the caning and the other 
things. But that was really more Mr 


Stangate's problem than Sophie's. 
Well actually it was Sophie's as 
well, it would be ultra 
embarrassing to say the least if 
her mother found out. Or her 
boyfriend Rick ... or indeed 
anyone. 

She gave a little whimper. Mr 
Stangate's hand had pulled open 
the — body-stocking's velcro 
fastening between her legs. Her 


g 


hands gripped harder on the top of 
the horse, as Mr Stangate stroked 
what he had uncovered. But 
Sophie didn’t try to stop him. Her 
thighs remained slackly parted. In 
fact she let them part a little 
further so there was no 
impediment to the hand. 


Mr Stangate was continuing to 
talk, which was distracting. She 
would rather he did what he was 
doing with his hand ortalk, but not 
both at the same time. If someone 
was playing with your pussy in a 
highly pleasurable and expert 
manner you didn't want to have to 
try and concentrate on what he 
was saying at the same time. But if 
you didn't concentrate at least toa 
certain extent and didn't know 
what he was saying ... Mr 
Stangate was liable to decide that 
a session with the cane was called 
for. A girl had to show some 
discipline. 


As her pussy became more 
aroused by the expert 
manipulations. She was in fact 
coming up to an orgasm. Quite fast 


What he was talking about, as he 
played with Sophie's now wet 
pussy, was that Donna. Had 
Sophie spoken to her yet and what 
had she said? What had Donna 
said? Sophie's replies were not too 
helpful. And became indeed none 
too coherent. As her pussy became 
more aroused by the expert 
manipulations. She was in fact 
coming up toan orgasm. Quite fast 
= because Sophie under expert 
manipulation had a short fuse. 
She couldn't stop it coming but it 
was making her concentration go. 
The thing was, she told herself a 
little frantically, to come - and 
quickly. And then when it was over 
and she could concentrate again 
and hope Mr Stangate hadn't 
noticed that for those intervening 
moments (minutes?) her mind had 
been a complete blank. 


It didn't quite work though. As she 
came down, shuddering, from the 
heady heights there was Mr 
Stangate's voice now coming 
through loud and crystal clear. 


‘Sometimes your mind is a 
complete blank Sophie darling.’ 


His hand gave her quivering 
bottom a sharp slap. ‘Sometimes I 
might as well be talking to a brick 
wall! 

She tried to protest that it wasn't 
fair, he couldn't expect a girl to 
concentrate on every word when 
he was doing that. But not 
protesting too vehemently 
because that could simply resultin 
a worse caning. A girl had to show 
discipline, not be ranting and 
raving. So really ... 


Yes. It was going to be a caning. 
Christ! A caning was particularly 
devastating to the system when 
you had just come. When you were 
in that state of shivery 
vulnerability. The cane zipping in 
on your bare bottom could then be 
mind-blowing, even if in theory Mr 
Stangate wasn't doing it hard. 


‘Bend yourself over the horse. Four 
shall we say? 


‘Come on.’ He was tucking the 
loose ends of her opened body- 
stocking in at the waist. So that 
everything below Sophie's waist 
was quite bare. ‘Bend yourself 
over the horse. Four shall we say? 
Four won't be a problem. Mmm .. I 
wonder if that Donna has been 
caned at all yet. It would be nice to 
give her her first. And perhaps ... 
you could watch. Wouldn't that be 
nice? A big turn-on? Sophie dear.’ 


But Sophie was in no state of mind 
to contemplate such a possibility. 
Not when her own shapely and at 
this moment highly-sensitised 
bottom was about to receive the 
shocking kiss of Mr Stangate's 
whippy cane. No. No way ... 


Donna hadnt been caned. 
Certainly not. She probably had 
never dreamt of being caned, 
Sophie guessed. So she would 
have to tread warily. But there was 
an angle. The financial one. The 
same one which had got Sophie 
herself involved with Mr Stangate. 


Mr Stangate was a bona fide gym 
and ballet instructor, with 
certificates to prove it. The 
certificates said nothing about 
using the cane of course, or those 


other certain practices that Mr 
Stangate was keen on. But a girl's 
mother didn’t know about any of 
that stuff. All she knew was that 
here was a very respectable 
looking and properly qualified 
instructor of what were most 
desirable attainments for the 
teenage girl. Imparting poise and 
self-confidence — and also taking 
up time which might otherwise be 
spent hanging about with 
undesirable youths. Youths who 
would undoubtedly be persuading 
her to indulge in various activities 
which it was better not to think 
about — but up to and including full 
sexual intercourse. 

So the thought of reliable Mr 
Stangate and his gym and ballet 
was most attractive. A sensible 
mother would pay out good money 
Mr Stangate's services, 
s mother had. But then 
Mr Stangate made it clear to 
Sophie that he didn't really want 
the money. So why didn't she have 
it? On the quiet. Yes why not? She 
could keep it and nothing said. 
Week after week. All Mr Stangate 
wanted in exchange was a 
complaisant attitude to his little 
foibles. The cane ... and those 
other things. 


Sophie was just being paid for 
what Mr Stangate wanted. Though 
it was true that at the time she 
hadn't fully appreciated what was 
involved. 


Sophie after just a little thought 
had been happy to agree. A girl 
can always use some extra pocket 
money, and it wasn't really 
cheating her mother. No, Sophie 
was just being paid for what Mr 
Stangate wanted. Though it was 
true that at the time she hadn't 
fully appreciated what was 
involved. Mr Stangate, she could 
recall, had mentioned only playful 
little taps with a cane. Andit didn't 
do any good now to protest, to 
remind him of that, not if you didn't 
want it even harder ... But those 
sums of money, her mother's 
weekly four-pound payments, did 
mount up in a most satisfying way 
and took a lot of the sting out of the 
cane. 


Yes that had to be the angle with 
Donna. The same one. The only 
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thing was: would she go forit? She 
might, well, think it was 
mercenary or something. Even 
though it was clearly just a 
sensible business arrangement. 


The first thing of course was to get 
to know this new Donna properly. 
To get on intimate terms you might 
say? Donna was extremely 
attractive and seemed nice and 
Sophie rather felt like getting on 


close terms anyway, even if it 
wasn't for Mr Stangate's benefit. 
So she invited her round after 
school and they had a very nice 
discussion about a whole lot of 
things. Including boys. Donna had 
a boyfriend back where they came 
from which was the other side of 
the country, which meant she 
wasn't going to see him a whole 
lot. That was sad for Donna (no 
doubt for her boyfriend too!) but 
good for Sophie. Poor Donna was 
going to feel deprived. 


Sophie is wearing a brief body- 
stocking in a colourful abstract 
pattern plus gym shoes, and the 
pretty body-stocking leaves most 
of her bottom bare 


Right at the start of the second 
visit, which was the very next 
afternoon, Sophie steered the 
discussion firmly into the subject 
of boyfriends. Things a girl might 
like to do with her boyfriend. With 
her hand somehow slipping onto 
Donna's knee as they sat quite 
close together on the sofa. 'French- 
kissing?’ she asked with a 
nervously excited laugh. Isn't it 
really swoony!" 


Donna shuddered as the hand 
reached her pussy. The hot flesh 
enclosed in tight knickers 


Giggling she lightly kissed donna 
on the mouth. Her tongue briefly 
pushed in between Donna's lips. 
At the same time Sophie's hand 
slid up the other girl's warm thigh. 
Without the benefit of her 
boyfriend now for perhaps two 
weeks, Donna was breathing 
heavily. Sophie's instincts told her 
to goright ahead. She repeated the 
kiss, this time her tongue pushing 
boldly in. And her hand went on 
up, between Donna's slackly 
parted thighs. Donna shuddered 
as the hand reached her pussy. 
The hot flesh enclosed in tight 
knickers. Sophie, murmuring 
greedily, commenced to stroke her 
slit which was already getting 
wet. 


Afterwards the shocked and 
emotional Donna stuttered that 
she had never done it before. Not 


with a girl. Sophie quickly assured | close friend. Asnow she went onto | hadn't really done anything much 
her that she also had never really | tell her about Mr Stangate. Sophie | of that sort of thing. Not recently. 
done it before either. But it had | had just mentioned him before, but | Not since she was very small when 
been so good she felt like doing it | now produced a detailed and | she had had ballet lessons. 

again right away. enthusiastic version. Though of 

course not with all the details. ‘Tm really a bit big for ballet now," 
Donna weakly pushed her off. Donna said, her head still buzzing 
Sophie didn't persist. Just an | Donnasaidshewouldspeaktoher | from that heady business five 
affectionate arm round her new | mother, right away. Though she | minutes earlier when Sophie had 
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brought her off. And of course she 
was abig girl. 

Sophie said, ‘No, you're definitely 
not too big.’ With the knowledge of 
Mr Stangate's admiration for 
Donna's tall and shapely but full 
figure. ‘No way!" 


She reached to take hold of one of 
Donna's lovely big boobs. Sophie 
really did feel like a repeat now. 


Mr Stangate was in a highly 
elevated mood when he next saw 
Sophie. He had just had a phone 
call from Donna's mother asking if 
he could possibly fit her in. He had 
replied that yes, he thought he 
might! Yes, his usual charges, the 
same as Sophie Minchell - though 
the truth was that he would have 
happily paid that sum to Mrs 
Sinclair, and double or triple it, to 
have her darling daughter in his 
hands. Yes, he could fit her in the 
very next day for a first session. 


He was in a highly elevated and 
excited state. His penis for one 
thing was quiveringly stiff and 
erect 


And now here was Sophie, who 
had procured this new lovely for 
him. What could he say? or do? Do 
was more like it, although Mr 
Stangate was profuse in his 
gratitude. But do because he was 
in a highly elevated and excited 
state. His penis for one thing was 
quiveringly stiff and erect - at the 
prospect of that lovely Donna! But 
here was lovely Sophie and he 
certainly also felt a very strong 
urge to do something to her. 


His cane of course for one thing. 
Excitement, especially of a sexual 
nature, always brought out in Mr 
Stangate the strong desire for 
some action with his cane. But also 
too that stiffly quivering part of his 
person. that too was insisting that 
it see some action. 


All of this might seem unfortunate 
for Sophie, when she had 
successfully accomplished the 
ensnarement of lovely Donna. She 
certainly was not keen on the 
cane, because it always really 
hurt. And she was not keen on that 
other either. Because ... well, she 


just wasn't keen on it. But she 
could see from the look in Mr 
Stangate's eye, not to mention that 
bulge in his trousers, that she was 
in for something. 


Mr Stangate did what he usually 
did, as a preliminary to further 
action. 


Sophie had changed into her body- 
stocking and gym shoes. Now as 
she stood against the horse Mr 
Stangate did what he usually did, 
as a preliminary to further action. 
It was something he presumably 
would not-do with Donna on her 
very first day - but no doubt as 
soon as possible thereafter. 
Sliding his hand between Sophie's 
legs for a friendly fondle at her 
pussy - and then pulling open the 
velcro fastening there. To expose 
Sophie's cunt. 


She gave a whimpering yelp, as 
his fingers slid inside. Sophie 
liked having it played with. It was 
just what usually came afterwards 
she wasn't so keen on. MrStangate 
was turning her to face the horse. 
She leant over it, parting her legs. 
Offering herself for more extended 
fondling. Mr Stangate's fingers 
working in between the so- 
sensitive lips. At her quickly 
hardening clit. Yes Sophie really 
liked it. Churning her hips. But ... 


Shortly - much, much too shortly — 
she was up on the horse. With the 
opened part of her body-stocking 
tucked well up out of the way. 
Leaning on her forearms. With her 
legs spread. Everything blatantly 
exposed. But that wasn't so much 
the problem. The problem was 
what was in Mr Stangate's hand 
now. His cane! 


She let out a shuddering gasp as 
the first stroke whipped in. Trying 
to contain the pain as it throbbed 
out from her stricken cheeks. Mr 
Stangate had said only four. She 
could take four couldn't she? Just 
about. And then the other. Which 
although she wasn't at all keen 
wasn't as bad as the bloody cane. 


No it wasn't as bad, was it? and it 
really wasn‘t—although she would 
rather not be doing it. Kneeling in 
front of Mr Stangate as he leant 
with his back against the horse. 
His arms comfortably resting on its 
leather top and making 
appreciative little grunts. As 
Sophie sucked him. 

As she did there flicked into her 
head the thought ... of Donna 
doing this. Sweet and innocent 
Donna who had never been 
brought off by a girl before. Who 


apparently was not all that happy 
about letting boyfriend Martin get 
his hand on her cunt. She liked it, 
but felt awfully guilty. Or so she 
said. Well it wouldn't be too long 
now ... before she would be doing 
this. Mr Stangate's big stiff one in 
her mouth. Presumably. Because 
Mr Stangate would certainly want 
it. And when he wanted something 
Mr Stangate didn't hang about. He 
just moved in for it. 


Her bottom was still stinging but 
not too desperately. And what she 
was doing to Mr Stangate wasn't 
so bad 


That thought, of Donna, was really 
quite arousing. Sophie's free 
hand, the one not holding the thick 
hot stalk of Mr Stangate's member, 
slipped down between her thighs. 
Her bottom was still stinging but 
not too desperately. And what she 
was doing to Mr Stangate wasn't 
so bad, it was in fact really quite a 
turn-on ... if you thought of Donna 
having to do it. 


Donna came to Mr Stangate the 
next afternoon it wasn't her 
regular afternoon, to give Donna a 
bit more confidence. Not that 
Donna was really shy — but she 
was a bit embarrassed about this 
new body-stocking she would be 
wearing for the first time. And 
wearing it of course in front of Mr 
Stangate. 


Donna came to Mr Stangate the 
next afternoon for her first session. 
Sophie came along as well 
although it wasn't her regular 
afternoon, to give Donna a bit 
more confidence. Not that Donna 
was really shy — but she was abit 
embarrassed about this new body- 
stocking she would be wearing for 
the first time. And wearing it of 
course in front of Mr Stangate. 


Donna had gone with Sophie to 
buy it, otherwise she wouldn't 
have got anything so revealing. It 
was black (Mr Stangate had told 
Sophie he would like Donna in 
black, although she didn’ know 
this) and of course cut like 
Sophie's. Cut high at the sides 
virtually to the waist. So that a 


girl's bottom was to all intents and 
purposes bare. And in front brief 
enough to reveal pussy hair. The 
sides of a girl's bush. Sophie told 
Donna that wasn't a problem, just 
get a pair of scissors and clip the 
sides. 


So, in this rather blush-making 
outfit, it was certainly nice to have 
Sophie come along too. Sophie in 
that multi-coloured one which also 
revealed virtually the whole of her 
bottom. And in front as well, 
Donna couldn't help noticing, the 
clearly delineated line of Sophie's 
slit! Was her own also showing 
like that? 

Mr Stangate was looking. At 
everything. At all of her. But... you 
had to expect that. Otherwise, 
although, he did seem friendly. 
Nice. As Sophie had assured her. 
Smiling a nice smile. As he looked 
of course. As he told her to stand 
up straight. Chin high, shoulders 
back. Good posture. Then he 
wanted to see her up on the horse. 
Sophie would show her. 


Sophie, grinning, got up on the 
horse. Lying on her back. Her legs 
straight up in the air. Then slowly 
opening them. 


The cane was mentioned on the 
very next visit. With Sophie again 
present for reassurance. And 
laughingly confirming that she did 
indeed accept the jokey little taps 
with the cane that Mr Stangate had 
now mentioned. And also 
financial matters, they were now 
broached too. The confidential 
little arrangement that Sophie 
had. Because Mr Stangate really 
wasn't bothered about getting 
payment for a girl he liked. He was 
quite happy to see her for free. 


Donna looked dubious. As if she 
had not quite understood. 
Thinking about it, and then a 
hesitant question. If Mr Stangate 
didn't require payment why was 
he charging her mother? 


Yes that might appear odd. Sophie 
jumped in, with another breathy 
little laugh. ‘It's a reward Donna. 
Mr Stangate will give it to you if 
you've worked hard. So... it's 
really yours, not your mother's. 
And you get to keep it.” 


This was very helpful of Sophie. 
‘Precisely, Mr Stangate 
confirmed. 


'So ... does your mother know? the 
still somewhat confused Donna 
wondered. 


‘No,’ Sophie said firmly. ‘Well she 
might think she should have it 
back. But we're the ones who 
get ...’ She was about to say ‘get 
caned for it,’ but just stopped 
herself in time. T mean we have to 
work for it. Don't we?" 


Things developed quite rapidly 
from that point. After Donna had 
her first playful taps with the cane 
and had also hesitantly accepted 
that first two pounds. The cane 
taps became not what you would 
really call playful. They hurt. But 
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you were soon stuck with it, 
because for one thing the money 
mounted up. Visiting Mr Stangate 
twice a week, and if you spentitas 
you did tend to, well you were 
stuck. You couldnt decide you 
wanted to stop because you would 
have to tell your mother you had 
been taking that money and had 
spent it. 


Yes you were stuck, and the 
caning was getting more painful. 
There was the other too: Mr 
Stangate's hands. They liked to do 
quite a lot of handling of a girl's 
body in the course of putting her 
through her paces. He hadn't done 
it at the beginning of course. But 
now he certainly did. And ... 
intimate parts. A girl's boobs, and 
bottom. Her bottom which in that 
skimpy  body-stocking was 
virtually bare. 


‘I's not anything to really worry 
about, is it,?’ Sophie said when 
Donna complained. 


I think we need something to 
smarten both of you up. I think I'm 
going to cane your bare bottoms 


And then the big thing. After only 
three weeks. Both of them together 
and Mr Stangate said, ‘Really I 
don't think either of you is trying 
very hard today. I think we need 
something to smarten both of you 
up. I think I'm going to cane your 
bare bottoms,’ 


Sophie gave a little yelp of alarm 
— but didn't in fact seem too 
concerned. More excited in fact — 
which she was. She had been 
waiting for this. Donna's face had 
a disbelieving look. Could he 
mean it? 


Yes. It was Sophie first of course. 
Going meekly to the horse and 
bending face-down over it. Parting 
her legs.... to allow Mr Stangate's 
hand to slide between them. The 
hand fiddling about there, and 
then Sophie's body-stocking was 
open. He had pulled it open at her 
crotch. 


The garment was open, but Mr 
Stangate's hand seemed in no 
hurry to come away. It was still in 
there. At Sophie's pussy! 


She gave a little squeal, and 
wriggled her bare hips. 
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Alter abit Mr Stangate did take his 
hand away. In a business-like 
manner he now tucked Sophie's 
body-stocking up at her waist. So 
that her whole bottom was 
completely bare. Then he caned 
her. Four quite hard strokes. 


‘Now Donna,’ Mr Stangate said as 
Sophie moved away from the 
horse, red-faced and rubbing her 
sore bum. 


‘No!’ she yelped. ‘No! You can't ... 
do that 


But Mr Stangate could. With an 
excited Sophie helping. Holding 
Donna down over the horse as she 
struggled. Hissing in her ear, 
‘Don't be silly! Just keep still!” 


He pulled open the velcro, and his 
hand was shockingly there. At her 
pussy 


Mr Stangate's hand was between 
Donna's legs. Which were kicking 
and writhing but to no avail. He 
pulled open the velcro, and his 


hand was shockingly there. At her 
pussy. At the soft brown curls and 
the wetness. 


‘It's nothing to get excited about. 
It's nothing really,’ Sophie said. 


An hour later and they were back 
at Sophie's house, in her room and 
sitting on the bed. Donna was still 
going on about it. Saying she 
wasn't going to Mr Stangate any 


more — but in fact unhappily 
aware she didn't have much 
choice. 


‘Once you get used to it, it's really 
a bit of a turn-on. Having his hand 
at you. You'll see.’ 


Donna gave a desperate 
screeching wail at the awfulness 
of this thought. 


‘Come on!’ Sophie pushed Donna 
down on the bed. And slid her 


hand up to where Mr Stangate's 
had been. At Donna's pussy. 
Donna tried to push the hand 
away, but only half-heartedly. She 
thought she was going to cry, as 
she had earlier at Mr Stangate's. 


Sophie was thinking of other 
things. Even more exciting than 
what had happened this 
afternoon, although it had been 
really swoony. Other things, 
which she didn't really like doing 
herself. But the thought of Donna 
having to do them ... 


Continued from page 35 


Without any warming up he laid into her posterior. 
Wham! Wham! Wham! She squealed in ecstasy. 

“That's it! Punish my naughty bum. This is bliss. 
Harder, harder, harder. Go on for ever”. 

He was enjoying himself, too. It seemed that 
neither wanted to end the spanking, but he became 
aware that his hand was getting sore. 

“All right. let's rest awhile. We can have some 
drinks and chat”. 

“Why? I'm enjoying this! Don't you ever think 
of anyone but yourself?” 

"My hand happens to be sore”. 

“You shouldn’t notice such things. I suppose my 
bum is sore, but it is only a secondary consideration. 
The pleasure feeling is paramount”. 

“We will resume later, if it makes you happy”. 

She said that it would and slipped from his lap 
and deposited herself in an arm chair. He rose and 
went over to the drinks cabinet. 

“Medium sherry for me”, Millicent said. 

He brought her drink over to her. He was 
suddenly brisk and businesslike. 

“When will you give Julian his marching 
orders”. 

“As soon as possible. The sooner the better. In 
fact I am rather looking forward to it”. 


“How about your father? How would he take 
it?” 


52 


“Not bad, really. He's never liked Julian; and I 
think that he likes you”. 

“And your mother?” 

“Not well, I fear. 
carnations”. 

“She' will have a conservatory full”, laughed 
Geoffrey. , 

She gulped down her drink. 

“Right, and now for some action”. 


However, she likes 


. . * 


The front door bell rang. Millicent knew that it 
was Julian because she had seen him arrive from the 
drawing room window. 

“This i$ it!” she murmered. 

She picked up her tennis racket from the hall 
stand and answered the door. 

“Hello, Millicent,” said Julian, “ready for 
tennis?” 

“No, I'm not going”. 

“But you have your racket”. 

“For another purpose other than playing with”. 

“I say, that's being rather mysterious”. 

“Mysterious is what I’ve no intention of being. 
In. fact I intend to be plain with you”. 

“Plain with me?” 

“Yes, I have come to the conclusion that we are 
incompatible”. 


“Incompatible!” 

“Yes, you lack income and I am rather more 
than patable” 

“I don't get you”. 

“That's right!” 

“Are you jilting me?” 


“Really!” 

He was pop-eyed with shock. However, she had 
one final indignity for him. 

“And that’s for tennis!” 

She brought her racket down on his head. The 
strings broke and the frame was round his neck. She 
slammed the door on him. 

So much for Julian, the next thing was to tackle 
her father. She had to wait until evening, when after 
the meal she was alone with him. Her mother was 
helping the hired help to wash up. 

“Dad, put the paper away, I have something to 
say”. 

“Mr. Banfield 
accidental rhyme. 

“You're a poet, And do not know it”. 

“Seriously, dad. I’ve broken it off with Julian”. 

“Why? It’s not father's day”. 

“Oh, daddy, you're glad!” 

“You can’t blame me. I did not fa 
family. Anyway, is there anyone else 

“Yes, Geoffrey Ladd”. 

“Well, I’m not all that enthusiastic. Even so, he's 
an improvement on Julian”. 

They agreed to tackle Mrs. Banfield together. 
That lady was not happy at all. However, her 
husband helped to reassure her. 

“Even if he does inherit a fortune he's such an 
idiot that he would not keep the money. It will go but 
he wouldn't”. 

“But he might have a title one day”, wailed Mrs. 
Banfield. 

“Yes, but only if sufficient number of the right 
sort are kind enough to pop off. Anyway, young Ladd 
is an up and coming young chap. He might have one, 
only if it does come his way he would owe it to merit 


smiled at his daughter's 


cy him in the 


and not to the accident of birth”. 


Mrs. Banfield was only part convinced. 
“But what do you see in him?” she wailed. 
“Well, he’s not Julian”, explained Millicent. 

She could hardly had told her mother that she 
liked Geoffrey because he knew how to bash her 
bottom about; and certainly the reason she gave was 
also true, even if it would also had applied to every 
other single male. _ 

The door bell rang. It was Geoffrey with an 
enormous bunch of carnations. Millicent answered 
the door to him. 

“Golly, you timed that well’, she whispered. 
“Tve just told them. Dad’s favourable but mum's 
wavering”. 

“Well, we'll see what flower power will do”. 

“All right, but take me back to your flat 


afterwards. My bum’s itching again”. 


Geoffrey and Millicent burst into their little 
chalet. They were honeymooning on Sark. They had 
spent the morning at La Grande Greve. They had a 
long climb up and a brisk walk to their hired chalet, 
which was near La Seigneurie. They both wore 
bathing wraps. Underneath he had bathing trunks 
and she the briefest of bikinis. 

As soon as they were in the chalet they 
discarded their wraps. Millicent’s lower half of her 
bikini was so brief that the cleft between her 
buttocks was showing. 

“Just as well that the beach was deserted”, 
grinned Geoffrey, “otherwise some folk might have 
had an eyeful”. 

“Hugh, I don't care who sees what. Let "em all 
come and gawk”. 

“You'll get us both thrown off the island if 
you're not careful”. 

“The local fellows might object to that”, she 
grinned. “I reckon that I'm very popular here”. 

“Yes, it’s not what the fellows see in you but 
what you let them see you in that counts”. 

“Pity they can’t see me in nothing. It would 
make me more popular than ever”, she grinned. 

“I can see you in nothing”, Geoffrey smiled. 

“Yes, and there's no time like the present. Let's 
have a session before lunch”. 

She had just ripped the top half off when a 
hearty voice hailed them from without and there was 
an accompanying rap on the door. 

“Hello, anyone at home?” 

“Bother,” muttered Geoffrey, 
Baker”. 

“Let him in,” cried Millicent, “the more the 
merrier”. 

“But you've taken your top off!” 

“Soon rectify that”, she grinned, as she 
removed the lower half of her bikini as well. 

Geoffrey had to answer the door. He hoped 
that Millicent’s devilment would not go further. 
Little did he know her. 

“What is it Philip?” . 

“I wonder if you'd be wanting to take a trip 
round the island”. 


“its Philip 


“Well, we —” 
“Come in, Phil, yelled Millicent. 
“But 


Millicent appeared behind Geoffrey's back. He 
tried to hide her nakedness with his own body, but it 
was no good. Philip seemed surprisingly 
undisturbed. 

“We were about to have some fun and games. 
No pokey-pokey, but plenty of spanky-spanky. Care 
to join us?” 

“Don’t mind if I do”, grinned the youth. 

“And mind you keep quiet about it”, muttered 
Geoffrey. 

“Have no fear. I don’t want to share this”. 


